IN   THE   MYOMBO   FOREST

But Unicorn, quite undisturbed by its fifty-foot drop,
got up, walked to the tree in Parade-Marsch, started to
climb it, and disappeared.

It is not to be wondered at if, in a country where every
mammal from the mouse to the elephant is an edible com-
modity for one man or another, and therefore subject to
incessant persecution, while it sees its natural habitat
relentlessly and inexorably both curtailed and pushed back
as season follows season, the larger varieties should have
almost completely vanished, as residents, from the Myombo
forest of the Shire, while the smaller ones, being for the
most part nocturnal in habit, are rarely seen.

Sometimes one meets, on native paths, elephant-nosed
shrews, galloping along like very small horses, looking to
right and left. The merely benevolent interest which I
felt in former years for these quaint little creatures has,
since I read Henry Fairfield Osborn's Origin and Evolution
of Life, where it is stated that we are probably descended
from an arboreous shrew, changed into affectionate feelings
of relationship, mixed with a certain awe, as I cannot help
thinking that, but for a lucky hazard, the position might
have been reversed!

The fact that these animals belong to the order of
Insectivorte ought to secure them, in countries where man
is at his wits' end to discover new ways to fight the
devastating insect-pests, protection against persecution.
They form, instead, one of the favourite dishes in the bill
of fare of that human hyena, the Ngoni, and are ruthlessly
destroyed.

In a former chapter I mentioned the prevalence, in the
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